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Chapter | 


Chapter | - The Rock Show 


Tick-tock-tick-tock. Joey's hand propped his head up as he stared unfocussed at the clock of his English class. 
The faint drone of his teacher was drowned out by his thoughts. Thoughts of the Motley Crue show he was 
going to that night with the only other people in school who didn't think he was a freak. 


He had not long moved to Charlotte, North Carolina from Des Moines, lowa and he found it just as hard to 
make friends here as he did there at first, perhaps more so, but after meeting Eric, Ben, Racci and Lexi, he 
didn't give a fuck. He was just happy to find people with the same interests and were just as outcast as 
himself in the bible belt school. 

"Nathan!" 


Joey's daydream state was broken by his teacher's shrill tones shouting his name. His real name, he disliked 


being called Nathan but they insisted on it. His head jerked up and he looked slightly alarmed, 


"uml" 


He didn't know what he was trying to say and had made it perfectly clear he hadn't been listening to a word 
Mrs Jeyes had been saying. 


"Nathan if you're not going to pay attention there is no point in you being here, take this week's homework and 


leave please." 


Joey grabbed his backpack, took the homework papers from the front desk and left. Good. He didn't mind being 
sent out, in fact, he was glad. He headed straight for his locker in the empty corridor and pulled out his 
cassette player and headphones. He spent nearly all of his spare time either, listening to music, playing music 
or reading about it. He went outside, sat on the wall, pressed play on his cassette player and the sound of "Dr. 
Feelgood" blasted through him. He had time to pass ‘til the others got out of class so he zoned out the world 
and focussed on the music, absent mindedly drumming out the beats on his thighs with his hands. 


He didn't even notice the people starting to descend down the school stairs or Eric sitting himself down next to 


him. 

He gave Joey a little nudge, "hey, space cadet!" 

"huh?", he pulled his headphones off and let them rest around his neck. 

"you didn't even notice me sitting down, you're so spaced out dudel”, Eric said with a grin and a laugh. 

"so, you stoked about tonight?" 

Before Joey could answer, Racci, Lexi and Ben came bouncing down the stairs to meet them. Lexi jumped up on 
the wall on the other side of Joey and planted a kiss on his cheek, her sleek dyed black - much like his own - 
hair tickling his arm. They had been dating for a few months now and Joey simply adored her. A little explosion 


of happiness went off inside him and he couldn't help but smile. 


Although the moment was soon ruined by the rest of the guys mock gagging and throwing up. Typical. Joey's 
face held the smile but he shook his head at his friends and slid off the wall to his feet. 


"c'mon guys let's get going, | wanna get ready and go queue up so we get a good spot for CRUUUUE!", Racci 
yelled gesturing in the direction of his house. 


The five of them headed off towards Racci's house to get ready, their excited chatter creating a buzz in the 
air around them. Nothing could beat the atmosphere of a gig night. Live music is what they lived for. 

They spent an hour or so changing their clothes, doing their hair and puting on their make-up. The guys 
taking more time than Lexi, naturally. An assortment of chains hung from Joey's studded belt, clinking 


whenever he moved. 


"people will hear you before they see you Jol", said Lexi with her arms around his skinny waist. 


“they'll have time to get the fuck out my way then", grinned Joey, a cheeky glint in his heavily black outlines 


eyes. 


The group left and made their way to the bus stop just as their bus into town was pulling in, they boarded 
and as they had come to expect, were met with disapproving looks and sighs from the older passengers and 
sniggers and whispers from the younger ones. They werent bothered by it, in fact it gave them a sense of 
pride. They fed off the reaction from people and it spurred them on to step up their game, aiming to be even 
more outlandish. They smiled slyly as they sat down in the back and exchanged knowing looks. 


A queue of black clad rockers and punks had already formed along the outside of the venue, a sea of spikes, 
chains and studs, the air so electric around them it felt as if they'd explode when they doors opened. The sky 
gradually began to darken and people started edging forward as word of opening got passed back through the 


now considerably larger line. 


Once inside they rushed for the barrier to check out the support acts they'd never heard of. Joey liked 
discovering these unknown bands at shows unlike some of the more elitist of the crowd who stood unmoving 
practically staring the bands down I+ was people like them who were killing the local music scene. Joey brushed 


the angry thought off and cheered as the bands last song ended. 
Eric attempted to shout over the noise into Joey's left ear, "dude, so diggin’ them!" 


"yeah! Gotta get my hands on some of their stuff for surel", He replied, always looking to expand his music 


collection He assumed Lexi, Ben and Racci liked them to from the whooping coming from beside and behind him. 


Here came the waiting. Various crew members came and went from the stage setting up. Eventually the lights 


dimmed and the crowd surged forward and erupted into chants of "MOTLEY! MOTLEY! MOTLEY!" 
Joey felt Lexi tug on his right arm, "Jo-, can we move further back please? I'm getting too crushed" 


He mentally sighed and tried not to look disappointed. As much as he didn't want to, he couldn't say no to her. 
He mouthed to the guys that they were going back and he took Lexi's hand and guided them out backwards 
and slightly to the right to where the crowd was less dense. But not too far, he still wanted to be able to 
enjoy it after all. 


A few songs in Joey became acutely aware that someone in front was looking at him. Its pretty obvious when 
someone is facing the wrong way at a show. He shifted nervously, only making eye contact with the young 
dreadlocked man - around his age - , for a second to flash him an uneasy smile before darting his vision back 
to the stage. He could still feel his eyes on him though. He glanced at him again, this action made the taller 
man seem like a deer caught in the headlights and he quickly looked away. But Joey found his gaze still lingering 
on the other man. What are you doing? Snap out of it! He thought. He shook his head as if to shake the 
thoughts away, whatever those thoughts were, and tried to focus on having a good time. 


The band were approaching the end of their set, they had gone off to prepare for the encore and it was at 
this time Joey found his eyes wandering, scanning the crowd in front for the dreadlocked man. He seemed to 
have disappeared. Joey felt weirdly disappointed and he had a feeling in his chest he couldn't quite explain to 
himself. 


The young couple headed outside into the cool night air to wait for their friends who they guessed were still 
slowly shuffling out from the front of the stage. 

It didn't take them long. "Jooooooey!", the 3 continued their exaggerated shouts of his name until they spotted 
him with his arm around Lexi by the phone box. The 5 of them stood there a while discussing the show 


before heading their separate ways home, hair going flat and make-up running down their faces. 


A few days later on his way home after searching the local music stores for new tapes Joey decided to stop 
off at the local library to use their computer. He wanted to visit a site where people arranged to swap or sell 
their rock and metal music tapes, and ca's but the only cd player in Joey's house was in the living room so he 
didn't like to use it and in any case his parents and sister Annie didn't want him using it anyway. He preferred 
to keep to himself in his room. 


He sat down and logged into the site and was about to type up an advert asking if anyone was interested in 
some of his old tapes and to see if anyone had anything by Motley's support band when he noticed he had 
received a message, he clicked on the icon and waited for it to load. 


"From: MrMotherfuckerl3", okay, wonder what this guy wants? He scrolled down to read the message. 


"Hey, um. I'm sorry if this is the wrong person, and if it's the right person, I'm still sorry if this seems at all 


creepy. Were you at the Motley Crue show in town the other day?..” 


He had to stop reading, he felt his face flush and his heart quicken. Was it who he thought it was? How did he 
find him? 


Tentatively, he continued to read on.. 


Chapter 2 


Chapter 2 - Uneasy Listening 


Joey was suddenly very aware of his surroundings as he continued to read the message on screen, even 


though it was completely innocent, he didn't want anyone looking over his shoulder and reading it. 


".| just wanted to say, | didn't mean to stare. | only looked back to look for someone and instead | found you. 
Something about you caught my eye and | don't know..but | know you looked back too for whatever reason. Oh, 
and in case you were wondering how | knew what name to search to find you, | heard your friends calling it 
before they joined you by the phone box. Swear down it wasn't as stalker-ish as it sounds! | hope we can talk 


or maybe hang out" 
He left his contact details at the bottom and signed it "Wednesday x". 


Wednesday? What kind of name was Wednesday!? Shut up Joey there's more important things right now! His 
thoughts liked to argue with each other sometimes. He hovered over the reply button, internal conflict at work 
again In any case he had no idea what he would say even if he did decide to reply. He couldn't. In the end he 
settled on the decision that he wouldn't respond until he figured out what was happening in his head with this 
guy. He was sure he loved Lexi, no question, but nonetheless, something was different within him and honestly, 


it was beginning to get irritating. 


Hastily he shut down the computer and made for the exit. He threw the door open with such force it hit the 
wall and brought his stampede home to a halt. He flashed an apologetic and slightly embarrassed look behind 
him back into the silent library and walked away sheepishly with his hood up and head down the entire way 
back to his house. 


He got home and went straight to his room. Throwing himself face first onto his bed he let out an 
exacerbated sigh and lay quite still for a while trying not to think about Wednesday but of course that just 
made him think about him more. He brought his hands out from under his body and half-heartedly punched 
himself in the sides of the head repeatedly, trying in vain to knock the thoughts right out of him. 


He must have tired himself out because the next thing Joey knew he was yawning and opening his eyes to the 
complete darkness. Urgh. He hated that feeling of waking from a nap in the middle of the night. It made his 
brain disorientated and left him hours with only his own company. And although he didn't really want anyone's 


company right now, he wanted his own the least. 


Just then Joey could hear muffled angry voices coming through the wall from his parent's room. He was used 
to them arguing but it was happening much more often now and Joey was the only one that heard them 
because his room was the only one next to theirs. It fell silent. Joey shifted onto his side and held his breath. 
Seconds later he could hear the bedroom door open and close, heavy footsteps on the stairs which he 


presumed to be his fathers and finally the front door closing. He exhaled and strained his ears to see if he 


could hear into the next room. The faint sound of his mother's crying seeped through the walls and Joey 
swung his legs off the bed, stood up slowly and padded softly out of his room and into the hallway. He paused 
for a second wondering if he should go in or not before gently pushing his mother's door open. He almost 
immediately regretted this decision 


His mother lifted her head and her puffy red eyes met Joey's, not with relief or gratitude that he had come 
to see how she was but with what seemed to be annoyance at the idea he had been listening to what had 
happened or maybe she just didn't want him to see her cry. 

"Nathan Jonas Jordison, were you listening to your father and |?! Why are you even awake at this hour? Look 
whatever it doesn't matter, just get back to bed and don't say anything to Annie. I'll talk to her myself in the 
morning." 

This short continuous burst of questions and orders coupled with the fact she used his full name startled him 
and rendered him not unable, but unwilling to reply. Whatever he said it probably wouldn't be the right thing. 
He pulled the door back and stood with his back against the cold hallway wall for a moment. Great. Just what 
he needed, on top everything that was already going on. Sighing he dragged himself back into his room and tried 


to sleep. He didn't have the mental energy to let himself get stressed out now. It could wait til morning. 


And sure enough it did wait til morning. After a few hours of drifting in and out of sleep, Joey awoke to Annie 


standing in his doorway knocking on the door. 

"Jo, can | come in?" 

Joey grunted, closed his eyes and waved her in. She sat down at the end of his bed and shook his leg. 
"Joey at least open your eyes when I'm talking to youl” 

"you weren't talking yet!" He said blinking and propping himself up on his elbows. 

| heard someone leave last night." 

"Look, Mom said she'd talk to you this mor-" 

"So it was Dad that left then." 


"Yeah.Right I'll tell you what | know but don't tell Mom okay? | woke up and heard them arguing then after Dad 
left | went through to see Mom and she was crying and told me to go back to bed..that's all." 


“kay..thanks Jo", Annie stood up, the sadness written all over her face, obvious she thought their father 
wasn't coming home and crept back along the hall to her room. 


Joey hated seeing her like that. He hated thinking that his family might have just fallen apart. Without looking 


he felt around on top of his bedside table for his cassette player but instead his fingers ran over something 
else, he picked it up to see, it was the Motley Crue ticket. After what had had happened he had very nearly 


forgot about his own dilemma. 


There was one thought that niggled at him. One he had been trying to fend off. Was he attracted to 
Wednesday? He didn't want to be attracted to him. He was straight!.wasn't he? He pulled up every reason he 
could think of, for one he loved Lexi, he had never been attracted to any other guy, ever. So why should that 
change now? | mean, could he really imagine himself kissing him..more, even? At that moment, something 


clicked in Joey's brain. Could he imagine it? There was only one way to know if he could and indeed..enjoy it. 
He needed some visual aid to keep himself focussed..buying a "specialist" magazine was out of the question 
Even if he was okay with going to buy one, finding one in this town would be a challenge. It was approaching 
midday now so he put his experimental idea to the side and headed downstairs. 

"Annie?", He yelled, 

"I'm in here!" 

Yeah that was helpfull After jumping the last few stairs on the staircase he popped his head round the door 
til he saw Arnie sitting alone in the living room. He flopped down on the sofa next to her and stared at 
whatever crap she had on the tv. 

"so did mom talk to you?" 

"no. she's still not come down I'd leave her to it if | were you." 

She was probably right, Joey didn't want a repeat of last night. What the hell was Annie watching?! Whatever 
it was it made him feel like his eyeballs were melting. Wanting to avoid such an incident, his eyes began to 
wander round the room. He then did a double take to the coffee table shelf. Magazines. Girly magazines. 

They just might be what he was looking for. They were bound to have posters of topless oiled up men. It was 
better than nothing! Now, how to get them? He couldn't just pick them up, as weird as he was even that would 
raise questions. 

"Hey Annie can you grab me some chips from the kitchen?" 

"get them yourself lazy ass!" 

Joey used his secret weapon. Puppy eyes. "pleeeeeeeeeeeeasel’ 

As she stood up and left the room Joey leaned forward, grabbed a handful of the glossy mags and stuffed 


them up his t-shirt, zipping up his baggy slayer hoodie just in time to cover the rectangular bulge they made 
as a bag of chips came hurtling through the air at him and smacked him in the face and slid down onto his lap. 


"That's what you get for not getting them yourself!" 
‘lm going to my room to eat" He picked them up and quickly headed to his room taking the stairs 2 at a time. 
‘Sorry | didn't really mean to hit you Jol", called Annie from the living room doorway. 


He didn't respond, he knew he didn't leave because of that anyway. He threw the chips aside and extracted the 
magazines from his clothes. Was he sure he wanted to try this? He threw them down on the bed and got 
under the covers. He flipped through them and lay the array of men across his bed. Some were muscly, oily 


and more suggestive than he expected, others skinnier and clean cut..something must do it for him right?! 


A slew of nerves suddenly swished around in his gut. He'd done this a million times before! Well, not this, but 
close enough. He looked to his side table and saw the gig ticket. Remember why you're doing this Jo, he told 
himself as he began to unzip his skinny black jeans and slowly slide them off along with his boxers, the cold 
chains from his trousers grazing his thigh. 


A shot of adrenaline raced up his spine as he started to work his hand up and down his twitching shaft. He 
tried imagining himself and the men in the pictures but he couldn't get past what felt like a mental block. Well 
that was a wasted effort, but he couldn't say he was surprised. Persistent, he let his head rest on the 
headboard, closed his eyes and pictured Wednesday. He began to get lost in the images in his mind of the taller 
man running his fingertips down the contours of his torso whilst kissing and softly biting his neck Blissfully 
oblivious to the fact there was someone now standing in his doorway. 


"JOEY" 


Lexi's shriek jolted him back to reality. 


She marched over and picked up one of the magazines, waving it in his face. 

"Joey, what the fuck?!" 

He had no words. He just stared wide eyed and gobsmacked at her. 

"Do you have something to tell me? Am | not enough for you or something?! Was | just for show?..well?!" 
"Lex..." 

He could see he'd really upset her, to be honest, the idea that this could happen never crossed his mind for a 
second. To make matters worse, Lexi's screaming had alerted everyone else in the house and now his Mom and 
Annie were scowling in the doorway. 


She'd had enough. Lexi scoffed, her eyes shining with tears close to falling. 


"Just don't fucking talk to me Joey.” 


And with that she ran from the room. Without remembering he was naked from the waist down, Joey leapt up 


to pursue her. 
"NATHAN FOR GODS SAKE!" 

"Ew, Jo!" 

He threw his clothes on, not caring for a second that his mother was demanding he tell her what was going on 


By the time he'd made it down the stairs the front door was wide open. Joey ran to the sidewalk and spotted 
Lexi in the distance getting on the bus that went into town. He knew he wouldn't catch it. He ran back and 
threw the garage door up, jumped on his bike and flew off down the street tailing the bus. He kept up the 
chase pretty well until they approached the town where more cars and people were clogging the road and 
sidewalk. He continued on regardless, he knew she'd be getting off at the bus depot anyway. 


He arrived there a minute after Lexi's bus was due to arrive, he threw down his bike and stood by the 
pedestrian entrance/exit which lead to the main street, this was the only exit so she had to come through 
here. He waited and waited, IO minutes went by and with every passing minute it looked more and more as if 


she must have gotten off somewhere else. Joey sighed and went to pick his bike up. 
"AW GODDAMMIT" 


He'd busted the side of his back wheel when he threw it down and now it was loose as hell. No way could he 
ride that home and of course he'd left without any money so bussing it back was out of the question. He 
tossed it back down. Fuck it the walk would do him good. Not to mention give him time to figure out how he 
was going to explain himself when he got home. He couldn't deal with all this right now. His brain was just a 
mess. He was so angry at everything. He couldn't go home like this, he had to calm down. He turned down an 
alley way to go visit a below ground record store Eric had told him about the other day. Maybe the window 
shopping would be therapeutic. 


He spotted the sign at the end. What he saw next made him feel as if someone had punched him in the gut. 
Wednesday. He saw the dreadlocked man come up the stairs of the same store he was headed to. Joey stopped 
dead. Wednesday lifted his head and stopped too, a smile forming on his face as saw Joey standing there. 


Before he knew what he was doing, Joey charged down the alley towards Wednesday, the events of the past 
few days whirring in his head, he didn't know what he was gonna say or what he was gonna do when he 


reached him but whatever it was, it was gonna be big. 


Chapter 3 


Chapter 3: Breaking Point 
Thud. Wednesday fell to the ground crying out in pain 
"J-Joey..” he stammered out, eyes tight shut, blood spilling out of his mouth to the ground. 


Joey had already sat back onto the cold hard ground off his knees and was looking down at his own trembling 
bloody hands in disbelief at what he had just done. He was sure he didn't even mean to, last thing he 
remembered was coming down the alley towards Wednesday..after that it was blank until he heard the taller 
man's piercing cry ringing in his ears. What have | done? He kept repeating this to himself in his head until the 
pounding of his blood in his ears subsided and he could hear Wednesday whimpering as he pulled himself up and 
around to face Joey. 


At that moment, Joey felt a huge lump in his throat, choking him up, stopping any words from coming out. All 
he could do was look at the blood trickling out the corner of Wednesday's mouth, and even worse, the look in 


his eyes. He felt sick knowing he had caused him to look at him that way. 


Wednesday could see Joey hadn't meant it. That wasn't the face of someone who wanted to hurt anyone. He 
looked in almost as much pain as he was. But he barely knew him; in fact he didn't really know him at all so 
why do this out of the blue? Was it something he said? He was almost too scared to open his mouth to ask 
but either way he couldn't look at Joey any longer. As he averted his eyes to the ground and exhaled. Hearing 
the sound of Joey's boots scraping the floor he looked up to see him stand up slowly. 


lm so fucking sorry." breathed Joey, clutching his head. He turned and began to run back through the 
streets. So fast he felt he couldn't stop his legs and the lack of control gave him the sensation that they were 
going too fast for the rest of him to keep up and he would end up in a heap on the sidewalk. This was one of 
the rare times looking like he did was an advantage, people moved out the way before he could crash into 
them, thankfully, as he didn't think he could deal with any kind of confrontation right now. Shortly after, he 
spotted the park up ahead across the road and went straight for it. 


Only once he was there did he try to stop his almost mechanical feeling legs, as they slowed to a halt, Joey 
pressed his arm to his forehead and leant against the nearest tree, shutting his eyes attempting to catch his 
breath. That was until he heard pounding footsteps approaching from behind. He spun round. To his surprise he 
saw a red faced Wednesday holding his side, now half-heartedly fast walking up to him. 


"Why did you have to run dammit?l..you owe me a fuckin’ explanation 


What caught Joey off guard was that he didn't seem to look as angry as he'd imagined, more..hurt and 


confused. He stood looking at him, eyes widened, mouth slightly open, willing some words to come out. 


"Walk with me. We'll go find somewhere to chill and we'll stay there til you say something!" said Wednesday, 
beginning to march determined along the adjacent pathway. 


Fuck it, thought Joey. It's not as if he had anywhere better to go, he didn't wanna go home, that's for sure. He 
followed on a pace behind Wednesday, a twinge of nervousness mixed with guilt in his gut making him slightly 
nauseous. 

Wednesday lead them to a more secluded area through a throng of trees into a clearing. It was peaceful with 
the sound of birds and the late afternoon sun streaming through making the leaves above glow like pretty 
green jewels. Wednesday headed over to a large log laid across the back of the clearing and sat down 

"I come here to think sometimes, nobody really comes through here, nice isn’t it?" 

Joey nodded and sat on the log, being careful not to sit too close or too far away from Wednesday. 

"You have to talk to me sometime y'know." 

"| know..it's just..'m sorry." said Joey, hanging his head as to not have to make eye contact. 

"Yeah yeah you've done that bitl.y'know, after you hit me?" 

The pair were silent for a while, Wednesday waiting for Joey to say anything and Joey going over everything in 
his head. And with that, the tears began to form in his eyes. He thought they were hidden by the curtain of 
his hair but Wednesday's eyes caught a tear hitting Joey's knee, then another and another, each one making 


tiny splashes as they fell. 


Wednesday so badly wanted to reach out and place his hand on Joey's to comfort him, his fingers gave a slight 
twitch like muscles were willing him to do it. Instead he slid over slightly towards him. 


"look, Joey, all | wanna know is why. Just tell me and we'll let that be it. | could see on your face you didn't 
really mean it, and if that wasn't enough, seeing this sure is, I'm not gonna get mad at you now, | mean, | was 
but..." 

He stopped mid-sentence as Joey had now leant forward and buried his face in his hands. 

"too much happened too fast and it got to me man" 

"what happened?" 


Joey lifted his head from his hands, still avoiding eye contact with Wednesday. 


"well, you, for a start. What was all that about at the show? And the message? | dunno..! mean | kind of got 
the impression that..'m not sure how to put it..that you were paying like, special attention to me?" 


"what do you mean "special attention’?" 
"well, | thought that you maybe..liked me? Y'know in more than just a friendly way. " 


Wednesday's heart fluttered and he could almost feel his cheeks going red at the mere mention of this even 
though he had no idea if Joey felt the same so he let him continue speaking before he opened his mouth about 
he felt for Joey. 


"l'Il be honest, the thought did cross my mind. | thought about it a lot actually and it kinda ended up causing a 
fight between Lexi and me and I'm pretty sure we're over. That's why | ended up in town, | chased after her 
but didn't find her, that's mainly why | was angry and took it out on you. Not to mention my Dad walked out. 
And on top of that I'm gonna be questioned and more than likely shouted at when | get home..l really don't 
want that. | don't wanna flip out again, | kinda scared myself. Anyway, | know it's no excuse, | know | shouldn't 


have taken it out on you, I'm sorry I'm just no good at dealing with things.’ 


By now, Wednesday's heart had long stopped fluttering and instead his stomach had dropped and could have 
been lying out on the ground for all he knew. Oh god, how could he admit he likes him now after finding out 
he'd inadvertently caused him and Lexi to break up? Fuck.. 


Wednesday gulped down the words he really wanted to say, "Joey, l'm sorry. | didn't mean to cause any 
trouble between you two. | just thought you looked pretty cool and wanted to talk to you and be friends..| 
probably went about it the wrong way but that's just me, always making a tit of things." he said, forcing 
some laughter out at the end. 


Joey was pretty taken aback by this revelation, to be quite honest it struck him dumb. He had been too 
wrapped up in whether he wanted to take that end of the stick to even consider if he had gotten the wrong 
end of it! And in that moment, the question he had been asking himself, answered itself. It was like when he 
flipped a coin to make a decision, when it was up in the air, he suddenly knew what side he wanted it to land on. 
Only this time it was his heart doing a flip and it told him that he did in fact have some feelings for 
Wednesday. 


"So uh, if you don't mind me asking, how did the argument with Lexi start?" 
Oh shit. Think fast! "oh uh she was with me when | read your message and she remembered you from the 
Motley show..she got the same idea | did and got mad when | was going to reply to you." Joey internally 


congratulated himself on the nice save. 


"| see, well, again, I'm sorry, | hope you two can patch things up. | still stand by what | said, | do still wanna be 


friends..if that's cool with you?" 


Joey turned and smiled, "Yeah! Absolutely!" He didn't want to say no despite everything, he wanted him around 


even if it did cause trouble. 


Oh wow. His smile. It melted Wednesday's heart a little. He wanted to stay here as long as possible so he 
started up some conversation about music, a sure way to get him talking. The two began to relax and the 
conversation between them flowed so effortlessly. This didn't happen often and they both knew it. Being so 
comfortable with someone so quickly was great and they discovered they had a lot in common and a shared 
sense of humour. The hours passed and before they knew it the sky had darkened and a chill swept through 
the trees. 


‘Its getting late.my mom will be wondering where | am..especially after today's performance..urgh. Fuck man, | 


really don't wanna go home." said Joey. 


"hey look, | know this might be weird so you can say no if you want, but my parents are away and | got a 
bottle of Jack Daniels with our names on it if you want?" 


| really shouldn't. mean, | have school tomorrow..psht! wow | sound lame as fuck!" Joey shook his head and 
came to a decision. "Fuck it! Let's go get wasted!" 


Wednesday grinned at him and jumped up off the log. "aah! Man my ass was going numb sitting on that thing.. 
c'mon let's go!" He said nodding towards the exit. 


"Your place isn't too far away right?" 
"Nah its only a couple streets away.” 


The pair walked side by side out of the park under the night sky until they approached the driveway of a large 
detached white house. 


"This is us!" 
They crunched up the gravel path and around the back of the house. 
‘uhh, you know you missed the front door right?" 


Wednesday just smiled and raised his eyebrow at Joey as he unlocked the back door, pushed it open and walked 


them into the reception area. 


‘nobody uses this part of the house but me so | just use the backdoor. My room is upstairs, last room on the 
left. I'll grab the Jack and stick a pizza in the oven, | don't know about you but l'm starved!" 


"Ugh me too, | just realised | haven't eaten all day.." said Joey remembering the unopened bag of chips he had 


discarded in his room earlier. 


He headed up stairs and into Wednesday's room. Framed movie posters dominated the walls, the faces of 


Vincent Price, Herman and Lily Munster and The Addams Family looming over. Wandering round he came across 
shelves of action figures and statuettes and rows of vinyl, tapes and CD's. Joey ran his fingers along their 

spines occasionally sliding one out to read the cover. He loved this room, it was so interesting and everywhere 
you looked there was something to look at, to read or pick up. He was so engrossed he didn't notice Wednesday 


standing in the doorway watching him with a smile. 

‘lm a bit of a collector!" 

"yeah no kidding! | wish my room was like this." 

"Pick something." said Wednesday pointing at his music collection with the bottle of Jack Daniels in his hand. 


Joey threw on an Alice Cooper album and flopped down on the double bed whilst Wednesday opened the bottle 


and poured himself a large measure and downed it in one. 


'Impressivel.My turn!" said Joey taking a big swig straight from the bottle. Not one of his best ideas, he was 
still lying down on the bed and spilled some out the corner of his mouth. 


‘urgh..well that burned!" he said wiping the whiskey trails from his face with his sleeve. 


"haha l'Il grab some cola when | go down to get the pizza, probably a bad idea to drink it straight anyway! l'll 
only end up making an idiot of myself, passing out or throwing up." 


"or all three!" joked Joey, that cheeky glint returning to his eyes. 


"ha-ha very funny! l'm spitting on your half of the pizza for that!" said Wednesday with a wink as he was 
getting up off the bed 


Joey couldn't help but smile as Wednesday left the room singing along to Alice Cooper all the way down stairs. 
He had a great voice, he sounded like he should be in some kooky punk band. His smile evolved into a wide grin 
as he thought of what a mad day he'd had. When he woke up this morning the last place he thought he'd be 
was on Wednesday's bed! That reminded him, he had to ask Wednesday why he called himself Wednesday... 


"pizza is served!" and right on cue, in swaggered Wednesday, pizza balanced on one palm, bottle of cola in the 


other. 


They ate and drank well into the night, knocking back glass after glass. Neither one noticing the others speech 
slurring and co-ordination dropping. So content in their drunken haze. Before long they were standing on the bed 
jumping around singing and air guitaring along to their favourite songs. In a particularly enthusiastic rendition of 
Metallica's "Master of Puppets" the two collided mid-air during a simultaneous jump and fell in a heap of 
laughter on the bed. Wednesday landing face down on Joey, as he pushed himself up on his arms, his legs on 
either side of Joey's, he realised the position he was in and so did Joey as their laughter gave way to silence. 


He wasn't sure if it was the drink but Joey felt..strange, excited, nervous. The tips of Wednesday's dreads 
were brushing against his cheek and he looked up at him. He couldn't help but look at the cut he had caused on 
his lip. 


A rush came over Wednesday as he focussed his gaze on to Joey's beautiful blue eyes. He noticed him staring 
at his lips, was Joey thinking of kissing him? Because he so, so badly wanted to kiss Joey.. 


Chapter 4 


Chapter 4: Ex's and Oh's 


Oh god. He's coming closer. Joey's racing heart causing him to slightly gasp for breath, his eyes widening with 
the anticipation of what was to come. 


Wednesday halted his descent when he clocked the look on Joey's face. Had he read him wrong? He looked.. 
scared? But only slightly, only in the eyes. In a split second, not wanting to invite an even more awkward 
situation, Wednesday quickly turned it around by grabbing Joey and flipping him over and raising his fist in the 
air in mock victory as if they had been play fighting. He hoped Joey didn't suspect. 

"Yaaaaargh! | win!" Wednesday yelled victoriously, pulling a goofy face. 

Joey was admittedly slightly stunned from not only suddenly being flipped but at the fact he'd misread 
Wednesday yet again! Was he just looking for signs to interpret that way because he hoped that he did like him 
and wanted to convince himself it was true? Regardless, he went along with it. 


"aaah you got me! I'll get you back though just you wait asshole!" laughed Joey, much to Wednesday's relief. 


After polishing off the bottle of Jack the pair were sprawled on the bed side by side talking about whatever 


came to mind, Joey struggling to keep his eyes open 


"Hey Wednesday..why do you call yourself Wednesday? Do you just reeeally like Wednesdays or something? 


Personally | prefer Fridays but you don't see me changing my name to it" 


"I's after Wednesday Addams dumbass!" replied Wednesday smiling and giving Joey a pretend slap around the 
head. 


"Oh well in that case, call me Fester!" 
"More like Morticial" Wednesday fired back pointing out Joey's long black locks. 
‘Oh where as you are a little girl with pigtails?" teased Joey giving one of Wednesday's dreads a gentle tug. 


"Shut up Joey | could pleat my dreadlocks!" Wednesday laughed. "..but anyway, my real name's Joseph, hardly 
as interesting as Wednesday!" 

"hey, wanna know a secret? I'm not really called Joey.” He paused to see the confusion on Wednesday's face, "... 
Hi, 'm Nathan, nice to meet youl" said Joey smiling and offering a handshake. 


Wednesday furrowed his brow at him in confusion, "what?!" 


"Yeah, I'm not so keen on being called Nathan and my middle name's Jonas...so000 Joey it is!" he said yawning 
his way through his words. 


Their sleepy conversation continued, Wednesday doing most of the talking as Joey could barely get a word out 
without yawning and he'd gone on to ramble about creating music after Joey mentioned he played guitar and 
drums and also throwing Wednesday a subtle compliment on his earlier singing. 


"So, what do you think about starting a band? | think we'd make a good team." 


Wednesday whipped his head round when he didn't get a reply to see Joey curled up and fast asleep next to 
him. His soft black hair fanned out on the pillow and lips slightly parted. Wednesday raised an eyebrow but 
couldn't help smiling, he just looked so sweet and innocent lying there. He decided he'd turn in as well and shut 
the bedside lamp off and wriggled down so his head was level with Joey's. 


Wednesday began to drift off, soothed by the silence only broken by the soft breathing beside him. That was 
until Joey began to stir and pulled Wednesday out of his near sleep. Wednesday then immediately tensed as 
Joey had moved closer in his sleep and had wrapped both his arms round one of his and gently nuzzled into his 
neck. Wednesday stayed perfectly still, terrified the slightest movement would wake Joey and he'd move away 
from him. He thought his heart would just about explode from how adorable it was, even though the smaller 
man was totally unaware of what he had done. Slowly Wednesday tilted his head on the pillow to rest just close 
enough to Joey's that his cheek was resting on him gently. Closing his eyes again, Wednesday drifted off, only 
this time in a state of bliss. 


Morning arrived sooner than either would have liked. The glaring morning sun streaming through the window 
waking them abruptly. They let out a chorus of wakening groans and yawns as they stretched before the 
gruelling realisation of their hangovers dawned on them. 

"uuuurgh man | feel like shit!" Joey groaned. 


"preachin' to the choir dude." 


"mind if | hang here for a while? Just until | don't feel like my insides are trying to escape through my 
mouth?" 


"sure, | highly doubt either of us are making it to school now anyway!" laughed Wednesday looking at his clock. 
"Oh shit! | totally forgot! ..You're a bad influence on me Joseph!" 
"Yeah right!" 


"fuck it, there's only a few days left before summer vacation and it's my last year anyway.” 


The day was spent shovelling as much junk food as they could into their mouths while discussing the possibility 
of starting a band and watching b-movies and laughing at the cheesy special effects. Every now and then 
Wednesday would glance Joey's way and let his eyes linger for a while, just observing. Taking in his movements, 


the way he brushed his hair behind his ear and absent mindedly played with his wristbands. 

Eventually, late afternoon came and Joey decided it was time he headed home to face the music. He didnt want 
to leave, he enjoyed Wednesday's company so much but the longer he left it, the worse it would be. He still 
didn't know what he was gonna say when he got there but he hoped he could just wing it. 


As Wednesday waved Joey off at the door he heard the phone ring in the living room and ran to answer it in 


case it was his parents checking up on him. 

"Hey! Wanna hang out tonight?" 

Great. It was Roxanne. 

"Hey Rox, um, sorry | can't, my parents are coming home tonight." 

"| thought they were out of town until tomorrow?" 

"yeah, change of plan, look sorry | gotta go tidy the place up before they get back, bye!" 

It wasn't as if Wednesday didn't like her, in fact he had been known to hook up with her at parties but he knew 
she had a major crush on him and he just didn't want to deal with all of that today. There wasn't enough 
space in his head to be thinking of her right now. He headed back upstairs and lay in his bed clutching his pillow 


breathing in the faint scent of Joey left on the sheets. 


Meanwhile Joey approached his house, racking his brain for what to say to his mum about what had happened 


yesterday but before he could reach the door his mother came running down the path towards him. 
"NATHAN WHERE THE HELL HAVE YOU BEEN?! EVERYONE'S BEEN WORRIED SICK!" 


‘I'm sorry! | was at a..a friend's house. | didn't wanna come home after yesterday.” Joey replied feebly, looking 
at the ground. 


"YOU SELFISH ASSHOLE!" yelled Lexi who was storming down the path looking teary. 


She stood in front of Joey, almost uncomfortably close and scowled. But then, the tension suddenly drained 


from her body and she flung her arms around Joey's neck, burying her face in him. 


"You stupid, stupid idiot. | thought something had happened to you!" 


Im surprised you're even here..” he whispered as he hugged her back. 
"Yeah well we can talk later, I'm just glad you're okay Jo." 


Everyone went back inside the house and sat down while Joey talked himself out of trouble. He was clearly 


gifted with the power of bullshitting when he needed it. 


A while later, Joey and Lexi were sat out on the porch in the cool evening air after she had suggested they 
talk about their relationship and what happened the previous day. Joey spun her a line about him being overly 
curious and wanting to experiment but being sure to put emphasis on it not doing it for him and instead 
thinking of her. Thankfully that seemed to pacify her. He couldn't see any point in telling her the truth. It would 


only cause more problems. They continued to talk into the evening and the time came when the question arose. 
"It was a stupid little fight Jo. | wanna move past it and get back together. Don't you?" 


Did he? On the one hand he didn't because in doing that it would mean cutting off any chance with Wednesday. 
Then again, Joey knew Wednesday wasn't even interested in him like that. So why ruin something that could 
work for him? He still had feelings for Lexi, no doubt about it, he couldn't just switch those feelings off much 
like he couldn't switch his feelings for Wednesday off. So with a deep exhale he made his decision 


"Of course | do, beautiful. Come here." He smiled as he pulled his girlfriend in close to him. 


The summer months passed and Joey and Wednesday had grown closer and closer. They were the best of 
friends and everyone knew it. Joey had introduced him to his friends and everyone got on so well with him. All 
except Lexi that is. She was jealous of their friendship. She didn't like that Joey would go off and hang out with 
Wednesday instead of her. She didn't like the way they laughed together and looked at each other. It only made 
her cling to Joey more. To show people that Joey was hers. They argued on and off about it all the time but 
realising she didn't want Wednesday to win, Lexi would always back down and win Joey back round. It was 
becoming a toxic mind fuck for Joey. Forcing him to question if he had done the right thing by getting back 
together with her and if it was even worth it now. But deep down, he didn't want to be alone and so allowed 


the cycle to continue. 


Wednesday's I8th birthday was coming up and he was holding a party at his house to celebrate. Well he said 
party but really it was just an excuse to get fucked up. 


The day of the party came and Joey and the rest of the guys walked up the path of Wednesday's house. Lexi 
was away visiting her grandparents and so wouldn't be showing up. This was a relief to both Joey and 
Wednesday. Joey didn't want any hassle from her and well, Wednesday just didn't want her hanging all over 
Joey. Music was blaring, drinks were flowing and the most insane crowd of misfits in town were running around 


the house causing all kinds of mayhem. Not even Wednesday knew all the people here. 


Wednesday floated around in his drunken haze talking to everyone and anyone, more often than not being 


offered a drink as he passed through which he graciously accepted. He stopped at the end of the hallway, 


teetering on his feet for a second trying to blink away the spinning room. Joey spotted him and grabbed his 


arm, steering him into the smoke filled kitchen, the smell of cannabis thick in the air. 


"here, get this down you before you drink anymore!" said Joey handing him a lukewarm burger from the 


platter Wednesday made before the party. 

"Thanks Jo, hey, can we go talk somewhere?" 

"Yeah sure, give me a minute I'll meet you in your room." 
Joey tapped Eric on the shoulder and ushered him aside. 


"Hey man look, Wednesday wants to talk to me alone upstairs so can you make sure no-one comes barging in?" 


said Joey, slightly slurring as he gulped down the last of his drink 

"Yeah sure, no problem buddy" Eric agreed, nodding a little over enthusiastically. 

Joey climbed the stairs to Wednesday's darkened room, stumbling on the top step. 

"AH SHIT! 

Joey heard a loud giggle coming from the room, Wednesday obviously hearing Joey's sudden exclamation 

"Hey shut up asshole!" He laughed, gathering himself and opening the door. 

Wednesday sat cross-legged on the bed patting the space next to him signalling for Joey to sit down 

"So what did you wanna talk to me about?" 

" nothing, | just wanted some alone time away from everyone.. hope you know you're my best friend Jo. | know 
we haven't known each other that long but you mean a lot to me man." he trailed off, looking to Joey for 


reciprocation. 


"you too man, you too." Joey reassured him leaning his head on Wednesday's and putting his arm round his 


shoulders. 


Wednesday lifted his head and in a moment of blind courage, kissed Joey on the cheek causing the smaller man 


to reel back. 
"Did you just?.w-what was that for?" 


‘I'm sorry Jo | just.." Wednesday paused, and exhaled, "I lied before when | said | just wanted to be friends. | 


wanted you from the moment | saw you. We were meant to meet. | just know it" he gushed turning to face 


his best friend, hardly believing he was telling him this. 


Was it the alcohol or was it butterflies? Joey couldn't tell but whatever it was he felt like the room was 
spinning and the only thing in focus was Wednesday. He knew what he wanted to do. Joey stroked Wednesday's 
face, pushing his hair back behind his ear. He looked into his warm chestnut eyes and leaned in to kiss him. 
Electricity dancing on their lips in anticipation. 


The moment their lips collided, fireworks exploded inside them. At first it was gentle and sweet, their lips 
pressing together in a tender embrace. Arms sliding around the other's waist, pulling them closer. In that 


moment the rest of the world disappeared. Nothing and no-one mattered. 


As their first kiss drew to a close their lips parted and both stopped to take everything in, never taking their 
eyes off each other. Wednesday couldn't stand it, those beautiful blue eyes drove him crazy, he had to kiss 
him again. And he did. He pressed his body against Joey's small frame, leaning him down onto the bed. He took 
Joey's hands off his waist, laced their fingers together and pinned Joey's hands to the bed kissing him hard. 
This drove Joey wild made evident as he let out a muffled moan against Wednesday's mouth. He took this 
opportunity to bite and pull gently on Joey's lip, his lip ring clinking with his own. Their kiss deepened, tongues 
fighting each other for dominance in fierce passion. Joey could feel himself hardening under the pressure of 
Wednesday's body on top of him and in response Wednesday began to grind up against him eliciting a mix of 


heavy breathing and low moans from both parties. 


Completely lost in the moment they were blissfully unaware of the footsteps coming up the stairs. The door 
flew open. Their eyes shot open and Wednesday leaped back off of Joey as the sound of glass shattering rung 


in his ears. 


There stood Eric opened mouthed in a pool of alcohol and glass shards in the doorway, hand still partially 
clenched as if he were still holding his drink. 


